Passing On By 


Author: midnight_moonlight 

Bands: Foo Fighters, Nirvana 

Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins, Dave Grohl 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Fri Mar 31 2017 12:41:34 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Passing On By 


Taylor smiled as he watched the guitarist on the stage. The man had a thick, silky voice with just a slight 
twang of an accent. Long, dark hair curled around his shoulders and tattoos wound up his thick upper arms. He 
appeared to be happy to be on stage, his nerves showing as he swept a handful of hair from his eyes. 


The venue was small and dingy, a back street bar in down town Los Angeles that had beer on the floor and 
flyers pinned to the bar brick walls. The couple of hundred people who'd come to see the man play and sing 
barely seemed to acknowledge his presence. Many milled around the bar, leaned against walls, or chattered to 


their friends. Just a handful were standing at the foot of the stage and giving him their full attention 


Taylor's heart went out to the dark-haired man. He'd been there himself at one point, trying to scratch a 
living by playing with bar bands and doing session work. It had only been when the gods of luck had smiled down 
on him that he'd been picked up by a touring band. Now he had the big house and the garage full of cars. He 
also never had to worry about where his next meal would come from or whether he'd be able to afford sticks 
and skins. 


The man paused to brush a handful of hair from his eyes. He gazed down at the crowd with a small, shy 
smile. 


"Hey," he began. "Evening. I'm Dave and, well, when I'm not playing for you guys | play drums for a band called 


Nirvana. This next song is Everlong." 


Taylor's smile mirrored Dave's. Rumours of Nirvana's break up had been circulating since the mid-1990's. 
There'd been drugs and fights and threats of every kind. Yet somehow the band had managed to stay on an 
even keel and keep their coveted "Biggest band in the world" title. Kurt had mellowed out and was more open 
than he had been back when the band were tearing up stages in their twenties. They were now heading for 
their thirtieth anniversary, as strong and as popular as ever, their songs as meaningful in the Zlst century as 


they had been in the latter part of the twentieth. 


Two years ago, Dave had stepped from behind the drums and released his first solo album. Taylor had bought 
it on its release day and happily devoured the twelve saccharine sweet songs of lost love and missed 
opportunities. The media had made the usual jokes about no one wanting to hear the drummer sing but the 
reality of it was that Dave had a talent beyond thumping away at a drum kit. The guy's voice may not have 
been the best but it added to the beauty of his songs. 


Leaning against the grimy wall, Taylor watched and listened. He hummed along with the songs he knew and 
avidly listened to the ones he didn't. He could feel himself drawn to the guitarist, his heart aching for the 


nervousness that so clearly rolled from Dave's body. 


While others came and went, Taylor stood and listened, wrapped up in the stories that Dave's songs told. The 
dark haired man barely spoke, his voice used only to sing. When the set was finished, Taylor gave a single, 


happy nod and made his way to the bar. 


Most musicians hung around for an hour or two once their sets were finished but Taylor expected that Dave 
would leave. He was the drummer for one of the biggest bands in the world and probably had more pressing 
engagements than hanging around. Yet, when he turned from the bar with a club soda clutched in one hand, he 
was surprised to find that the dark haired singer was still there, standing behind the merch table and politely 
selling shirts and CDs to the few who wanted them. 


Taylor stood for a moment and looked at Dave. He looked adorable standing behind the fold out table with a 


dazed expression on his face, appearing to everyone as though he shouldn't fit in. 


Grabbing his wallet from his pocket, Taylor made his way over. His eyes ran over the table, taking in the 
different shirts designs. In front of him, he could hear Dave talking softly to a fan, his voice barely audible 
over the general hub-bub of the bar. 


Picking up a shirt and Dave's latest CD, Taylor waited for the fan to leave. Dave's eyes widened as Taylor 
stepped up to him. The dark haired man shook his head, as though to try and remove the image from his 


mind. Hair fell over his eyes, momentarily protecting him from the world before him. 


"| know youl" Dave quietly exclaimed. "Man, | love you. Love your work. Saw one of your shows last year. Man, 


you're smokin’ on the drums." 


Dave was flustered, adorably so. Balancing the items on one hand, Taylor reached out and placed his free hand 


on Dave's shoulder. 


"Hey. Hey. That's awesome. Thank you so much!" He smiled warmly, hoping that the gesture would help to calm 
the other man “You're great yourself. The work you've been doing over the past thirty years?" Taylor 
whistled. "That's iconic right there. It's going to live forever. | hope you know that." 


At that, Taylor watched a blush creep up Dave's cheeks and the dark hair once more curled before his eyes. 


Taylor kept the smile in place as he continued. 

"And tonight? Man, | wish I'd seen you play live sooner. You've got a great voice. Why don't you go solo?" 

Dave shrugged, his head still lowered. 

Its comfortable, isn't it? The band you're in now?" 

Dave nodded Taylor watched him peek from beneath his hair. 

"| understand that. And if you enjoy it then you're doing the right thing right now. Getting out here and playing 
by yourself in between albums? Awesome!" Taylor paused and took in the man before him. Beyond the hair and 
the obvious confidence issues, Taylor could see a man who could spread his creative wings and fly. Given the 
right amount of attention and time, Dave could do whatever he put his mind to. "You've got a unique voice, 


Dave, and not just a singing voice, you know? Like a creative voice. Don't let it go to waste, will you?" 


The dark haired man finally looked up and shook his head. "I won't. Thanks." His eyes fell on the items in Taylor's 


hands. "You can have those. Just send me a photo, or something, of you wearing the shirt" 


Taylor laughed softly and shook his wallet open. "Hell-fuckin'-no. You're a musician, man. An artist. You're 


getting paid for your work. How much?" 


There was a pause and Taylor returned his attention to Dave. The other man looked visibly older than himself 
with laughter lines crinkling from the corners of his eyes. By the slight roll of his stomach, he also looked as 
though he appreciated his food. And deep in those dark, doe eyes, Taylor could make out a mischievous sparkle 
that was just waiting to explode. 


"Thirty five," Dave finally replied. 
Taylor pulled out a hundred and handed it over. "Keep the change. Do you have a pen?" 


Dave nodded and stepped back behind the fold out table. He scrabbled around for a moment before holding out 
a chewed up ball point. Taylor took it, flipped open the CD and handed them both back. He gave Dave a smile. 


"Could you? Please?" 


Taylor watched as Dave shakily scrawled his name on the liner notes. Once it had been handed back, Taylor 
picked up a flyer from the table and wrote his phone number on the back of it. 


Call me," he said. "Any time. I'd like to help you out. Maybe, you know." He shrugged. "Help get your name out 
there a little bit more." 


Dave gave him a tight smile. Giving him a single nod, Taylor turned to let the person behind him get some time 
with Dave. Another man, probably about the same age as himself, stood behind him. He gave Taylor a wide 
smile and thrust a flyer at him. 

"Could you sign this? Please?" 


Taylor shook his head and smiled. He nodded to the dark haired man behind him. "This is his gig. Not mine.’ 


With the CD folded inside of the shirt, Taylor made to leave the venue. He was stopped several more times by 
people asking for his autograph. Each and every time, he directed them to Dave. 


This is his gig Hs show. Go and support him. Maybe we'll meet at one of my shows. But, for now, support others 
who haven't quite made it as far up the ladder as | have. 


